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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
This is a humorous story presented in serial form. Check back periodically for new chapters! 


ONE. 

The town of San Blando, a suburb of Bigburg, had seven bars, an arts center, a bowling alley, and a movie 
theater. Three of the bars had live music on weekends, where loud bands came to play, and the musicians 
generally did their best to keep up with the patrons in terms of drinks. By the end of the night in a San Blando 
bar, you might see the bass player fall off the stage, the drummer doing the best he can with one stick and a 
Bic pen (because he dropped his other stick and was too blind drunk to find it), or you might even notice the 
singer has disappeared altogether, and the band is resorting to Booker T and the MG's tunes. 


Guy Madden worked as a sports statistician for the Bigburg news station. He was the guy who fed stats to 
the sportscasters as they were doing the broadcast, and he was constantly getting kudos for his extensive 
knowledge and resourcefulness. But kudos was all he ever got, never a raise or a bonus. He could aspire to 
network broadcasts, but he wanted to stay here, in San Blando, for one reason. Here was where his band was. 


He was a singer, guitar player and songwriter for one of the more respected bands in San Blando, The 


Flamefarts. 


The Flamefarts played aggressive, kick-you-in-the-eardrum type rock with a touch of off-beat hip-hop 
thrown in. They were getting a hell of a following. At the end of the night, the audiences were usually a bit 
more sober than they would be for other San Blando bands. The reason was that the music was good, and the 
audience actually paid attention, and would not get bored and go to the bar. The five members of the 
Flamefarts were Guy, Lump Bumpus on bass, Herm Rottweiler played lead guitar, Dude Igneous played drums, 
and the group had a keyboard player/DJ whose name was Mary Dynasty. 


The local football team, the Bigburg Marauders, had sucked for decades. They were known for starting the 
season poorly, then getting worse as the season went on. This year had been something of a miracle year for 
them, and they were actually in the running for a playoff berth. Guy had a lot to do at work which was very 
exciting, but there was a problem. Bigburg promoters had been slumming in San Blando a few weeks before, and 
had caught the Flamefarts set at a San Blando bar called The Roasted Goat. A promoter named Roger 
Pretentious had contacted Guy (who was basically the band manager) and had offered them to come out to 
Bigburg to play an "audition set" at one of the most popular clubs in the city, called The Spot. Guy was terribly 
worried that his band would be offered a gig at The Spot on a night when he had to work a broadcast. 


One Saturday night, as the band was setting up for their show at another San Blando restaurant and bar called 
The Fishwife, Guy brought up the dilemma with his band mates. "Hey, | don't want you all to get too excited, 
but | got a call from a guy named Pretentious the other night. We might get an audition set at The Spot" 
"Roger? Roger Pretentious?" asked Lump. 

"Yeah. You know him, Lump?" Guy said. 

"He promotes bands in Bigburg. Wow, he called you? You meet him at the TV station or something?" Lump said, 
setting his bass up on its stand. 

"Believe it or not, he heard us a couple of weeks back, when we were at The Roasted Goat. He said we got 
potential." 

Dude Igneous barked from behind the drumset, "Hell yeah, we got potential. But | hear they just offer ‘audition 
sets' to bands they think are a bunch of rubes, so they can get an opening act for free. Tell Roger about our 
three and a half albums, and how we been packing them in at the bars we play." 


Mary was noticeably anxious. "But it's the freakin’ Spot! Chance like this don't come around too often!" 
"The whole thing might be academic," said Guy. "The Marauders might make the playoffs. If they do, | might 
not be able to gig at all. I'm gonna be busy!" 


All the members of the band were big Marauders fans. There were a few silent moments while the musicians 
continued to set up their gear. It was hard to think their favorite team might interfere with a big break for 
the Flamefarts. 


"If we have to do it without you, | could sing," said Rott shyly. Herm Rottweiler, or Rott as he was nicknamed, 
had a singing voice like a chimpanzee with a heavy cigar habit. He was sure that he sang well, but the rest of 
the band thought otherwise. There had been a gig once, when Guy was very sick and had no voice at all, and 


Rott did the singing. Unfortunately it had been their first gig at one particular bar, and they had not gotten 


hired back. They had, in fact, been short-paid. 


Guy, always diplomatic said, "Rott, you should save singing for your solo career. Your voice is sounique.” 
"Yeah! Unique!" said Rott. 

"We'll just have to see how things work out," Guy said patiently. "It would be great for us to play at The Spot. 
That's where Goon City Bedbugs got their big start" 

"Goon City Bedbugs. Yeah. Those guys suck They should take all that money and spend it on some music 
lessons," laughed Lump. 

Guy changed the subject. "Here's the set list. We're opening with Fry My Pork Chop’. Anybody object to 
starting with that tune?" 

There were nods and murmurs of approval all around. Igneous looked the set list over. 

"Why aren't we playing ‘Delbert and Dingus'?" he asked. 

| want to rework the lyrics for that song," Guy replied. "I don't think we need to have the word ‘poop’ in there 
so many times." 

Lump had written the lyrics. "Aw," he moaned. 


They were about set up now, and had just enough time to get a quick bite before they had to play. Next door 
was Taco Hole, where they could fuel up for the night's activities. The food at The Fishwife was not to be 
trusted, and all the Flamefarts knew it. As they went out the stage door toward Taco Hole, The Fishwife was 
starting to fill up; it was going to be a good night. 


TO BE CONTINUED. 


Chapter Two 


Seven tacos, three tostadas, a couple of green burritos, a huge taco salad, two orders of extra spicy fajitas, 
an order of carnitas, about 5 bowls of chips and 3 cups of salsa later, the Flamefarts returned to the Fishwife 
with one appetite satiated and one bigger appetite growing. The band got kind of electric an hour or so before 
playing. Their conversation buzzed and crackled like high-tension power lines on a misty night. Their limbs and 
fingers jumped with anticipation. They would soon take the stage. Guy scanned the crowd to see if anyone 
important might be there. Ever since he had heard of Roger Pretentious coming to one of their gigs, he was 
constantly aware of potential. As he looked at the Fishwife faces, most familiar, some almost familiar, he tried 


to imagine the faces they would see at The Spot. 


At almost every gig, just before the band would start, an old friend of the band they nicknamed Varmint would 
seek Guy Madden out, and try to get Guy to agree to let him sing one song. Guy had acquiesced one time, and 
Varmint had practically swallowed the microphone. Now Guy made a kind of game out of coming up with a new 
and imaginative reason to turn Varmint down each time. 

"You know | got the pipes," Varmint was saying. "Come on, man. My mom might be here tonight! | wanna sing 
one for her!" 

Guy saw his opportunity. "Your mom WAS here!" He said enthusiastically. "She left!" 

Varmint looked more than a little confused. "My mor..." 

Guy made an excuse about an imaginary sound check and headed toward the stage. Varmint went around the 


room, asking annoyed patrons about his mom. 


The Flamefarts started the gig with some sequences Mary had put together, which she was able to start 
playing via remote control. There were ambient synth effects, and sound bites from broadcasts, mostly 
documentaries about war technologies, or from pet food commercials. The band members were ready with 
their instruments, but they had hidden themselves away discreetly. Guy had a speech from a Nightmare on 
Elm Street movie memorized, and he spoke it ominously, while Mary Dynasty's audio sequence grew in volume. 
At a certain point, the sounds of dogs barking and plane engines would mount, and the band appeared suddenly 
and exploded into their first song, "Fry My Pork Chop". Their followers all knew and loved this one, and 
everyone was instantly on their feet. They all sang along with the chorus of the song which went: 

No more Cheetos 

Ramen ain't the thing 

Fry my pork chop 


Pig makes a man a king. 


Rott had developed a special pyrotechnic stunt for their shows, which half the time ended up catching his 
pants on fire. At one point, he had bought what he thought were leather pants, because he thought they 
would be more flame resistant. It turned out the pants were made of a cheap vinyl, and at the pyrotechnical 
moment, his pants had melted. He wasn't hurt badly, but the band had many jokes at poor Rotts expense. 
Tonight, though, the pyrotechnic stunt had worked perfectly. In fact, everything was going perfectly. The band 
had really found their groove; they had been playing long enough that they had a near psychic connection on 


stage. They made the intense instrumental in the song "Plywood Bride" seem easy. Igneous’ drum solo in 


"Skeleton Brain" had some new and really creative stuff that had jaws dropping. The mix was good; they had 
their old pal Bob "The Ear" Roberts at the board. Guy knew the band was hitting its stride, and was the best it 
could get. It was time to hit Bigburg. 


It was a late night. Guy, Lump and Mary stopped off at Ice Cream In Your Face (San Blando's only late night 
spot) after the show. 

"You guys know where l'm at," Guy told his band mates. "The music is what matters to me.’ 

"Aw, come on now." Mary Dynasty cut in. It's your career, man. It's the Marauders. It's the playoffs. Don't act 
like that don't matter to you." 

"Well, yeah, of course." Guy said. "But the bands doin’ great right now. We gotta keep the momentum" 

"The playoffs are really only, what, a few weeks?" Lump said, "Even if we have to take a few weeks off, we'll 
get our momentum back. Don't sweat it. Do what you have to do." 

"Thanks. Hey, it probably won't be any big deal," Guy said. 

"No, we want it to be a big deall" laughed Mary. "Go Marauders!" 


After a gig like this, Guy Madden's favorite thing to do was to go home, watch whatever was on Cartoon 
Network, make something to eat and fall asleep on the couch. This particular night it was a quesadilla. Guy had 
brought home a bit of Taco Hole special salsa and dipped his home-burned quesadilla in it. He was watching an 
episode of Alien Apes and was asleep before he'd had three bites. It felt like he had only been asleep for about 
fifteen minutes when Guy heard his phone ringing. As he opened his eyes he saw a glimmer of light about him 
so he knew it was about dawn. Guy's phone's ringtone played Metallica's "For Whom The Bell Tolls". Reaching 
blindly out to find his phone, his hand found the little bowl of Taco Hole special salsa, and Guy succeeded in 
dipping all five fingers in it. "Crap!" he cursed as he reached for his phone with the other hand. He used his 
bottom lip to flip the phone open. 


"Hello?" he croaked into the phone. 

"Madden? This is Jameson. "You awake?" 

| guess so. What's up?" 

"You're not going to believe this. Are you ready? Are you sitting down?" 

"What? What's up?" 

"You remember that game that had that ridiculous blown call for the two point conversion?" 

"Yeah, of course. Bolts at the Swashbucklers. November twenty-seventh, right?" 

"You are good. Well the Swashbucklers win has been rescinded. It's been changed in the books to a tie." 
"Holy crap!" Guy barked. "That changes the standings so that the Marauders move up!" 

"That's right!" Jameson exclaimed. "The Marauders have just fallen back-asswards into the playoffs! We're 
going to need you to come in today. There's a lot we need to go over." 

Guy had had about three and a half hours sleep, and had awakened using a quesadilla for a pillow. "I'll be there 


in an hour" He said, and rubbed Taco Hole special salsa into his sleepy eyes. 


Chapter 3 


At the end of the Fishwife gig, Herm Rottweiler felt like an invincible rock thunder god. Something had been 
clicking in his practice lately, and he felt he had moved into a new level of musicianship. It was intensely 

exciting. Rott had begun to feel almost unlimited in his playing possibilities; he was beginning to feel that he 
could execute any creative idea he had because he had the technique. And on top of that, his pants hadn't 


caught fire that night. He was in control of his whole game. 


Mary had suggested they all go to Ice Cream In Your Face after the gig, but Rott lived over an hour away, 
and wanted to drive, so he begged off. Rott loved to drive after a gig; it was a great way to unwind. He would 
put the Allman Brothers or Pink Floyd real low on the stereo, think about the gig, and drive the winding 
highway back to his place rather than the freeway. He was about forty minutes into his drive when his phone 
rang. Rott put in his earpiece. 


"Rock god speaking," he said in a Billy Idol accent: 

"Herm?" a shaky female voice said. 

"Yeah. This is Herm. That you, Dee?" Dee was Rotts on-again, off-again girlfriend, who at the present was off- 
again. Dee was a nickname, short for DeNiro. Dee's father was a pathologically obsessed Robert De Niro fan. 
"Oh thank god you picked up!" she gasped. 


Dee had a penchant for turning her life events into high drama, and Rott heard from her tone of voice that 
this was one of those times. She had once made him leave work early and drive an hour and a half to her 
mom's house, because she had "dropped her ring in the garbage disposal" as she explained on the phone. As it 
turned out when he arrived, she had dropped a plastic napkin ring, not a piece of valuable jewelry. 


"What's the problem, Dee? I'm driving home from a gig" 
"My car died. I'm stranded. | couldn't get any cell phone service, so | started walking to get service, and | don't 


remember how far back | left the car, and I'm scared. Can you come get me? Please?" 


Herm Rottweiler thought for a moment. If | go help her, he thought, she might think | still want to be with 
her, and | definitely do not. If | tell her to call somebody else, she will hate me, and | will never be with her 
again. Maybe this is my chance to really make it clear that she has no power over me anymore. But she did 
sound scared. And it is late. It might be dangerous. If | don't help her, I'll go home, trying not to think about 


her, and I'll worry, then I'll call her and. 


"Herm? You still there?" 

‘Only you and my mom call me Herm. Everyone else calls me Rott" 
"Are you going to help me? Maybe I'll call Dano." 

"No," Rott interrupted. "Where's your car?" 

"I told you, I'm not sure." 

"Well, where were you when it died? What street were you on?" 


Dee sighed impatiently. "Cow Canyon Road. Just past the mini-golf and paintball place." 


Rott was on Cow Canyon Road now. "Which direction were you headed?" 


Just as he asked, his headlights caught a young woman with bright pink hair walking by the side of the road, 
talking on her phone. It was Dee. Rott pulled over and put the car in park He was on the opposite side of the 
road from her. Dee had not recognized his car in the dark. 


"Oh my god!" She screeched into the phone as she began to panic. "Somebody just pulled over! | think | might 
get abducted!" 
"Relax." Rott laughed. "Probably a good Samaritan" He stepped out of the car so she could see him. "How's that 


for service?" He shouted to her from across the road. 


Once Dee was in Rotts car, and they were driving again, she seemed as if nothing had been wrong at all. She 
chatted about whatever came into her head, and Rott said, "Mm hm" "Really?" "I been there," and all the other 


stock responses he had practiced to make himself seem interested. 


Suddenly, Dee barked "Oh, guess whatl.." and she grabbed his arm as if she had huge news. Rott had been in a 
kind of lull and she really surprised him. He involuntarily swerved off the road. His car headed down an 
embankment into the cow pastures. Luckily, there were very few trees along this stretch, so he didn’t hit 
anything. His car just went down about twenty-five feet, barely missing a small pond, and after a bit of 
weaving Rott came to a stop near a group of bewildered goats. The goats did not seem to mind his presence 


after the initial shock of seeing his car nearly landing in their pond. 


"Nice driving, Herm," Dee said. 
"You got us here, DeNiro. Why'd you grab my arm?" 


"| don't remember now," She said, turning her head away. 


Rott looked around. All around was dark. There was no way his vehicle could climb the steep embankment they 
had come down, so he had to find another way. The car seemed fine, and all his gear, though a little shaken up, 
also seemed ok. A few hundred yards ahead he saw a glow on the horizon which seemed like it might be a good 
place to hook back up to the highway. But before they started to try to find their way back to the road, Rott 
got out his favorite guitar, the ‘13 Gibson Explorer with the purple flames, and posed with the goats, lit by his 
headlights, while Dee took some pictures with his phone. Then they got in the car and set out. Rott drove 
slowly through the grassy valley, hoping to find a fire road, a driveway or something that might lead to 
civilization. He made his way toward the light on the horizon, and as they neared it, his theory seemed to be 
correct. It was another section of Cow Canyon Road. Here there was no embankment, and they were able to 


drive easily onto the road again. He was only on the road a few seconds when he realized he was almost home. 


"Short cut," Rott said to Dee. 


